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THE PAWN OF KINGS

" I ^ HERE is going to be trouble and very serious

^^s[ trouble too. It's in the air. I can feel the

I^^SI apprehension of it almost knocking the very-

breath out of my body but then, I'm only Bernard

Toomey, Irish by descent and Bostonian by birth, and

that quizzical German smile of yours tells me as much
as words, that you think these forebodings are a

natural result of the combination—Celtic temperament

and Yankee caution."

''Well, the type is rather mercurial, you must

admit,
'

' said Colonel Von Pletz, twirling the end of his

regulation military mustache with the fingers of one

hand while he held a half smoked Havana in the other.

"Yes, certainly, if by that you mean baromstric,"

quickly rejoined Mr. Toomey. "The Celt is as keen

to scent trouble as the barometer is to predict the

w^eather."

The speakers formed part of a group who were

having a kaffeklatsch in an old-fashioned German
garden of a quaint old mansion in the suburbs of

Coblenz, on a w^arm day in late July. The searching

sunlight seemed to fall in almost straight rays on the

rose covered arbor of the garden, which faced the vine-

clad hills of the Storied Rhine.

Bernard Toomey sat at the rustic table neither

drinking nor smoking. He was passed middle life,

tall in person and spare in outline with the keen

observant face that is often found in the American
business man ; the thin tapering fingers of his strong

sinewy right hand were idly thrumming a nondescript

tune and bespoke a nervous tension unusual in a man
of his stamp. As he glanced with level gaze across

the table, the calm deep set eyes looked out at Colonel

Von Pletz with honest fearlessness. His was not a

handsome face and head but it was the face of an
analyst and the head of a constructive thinker—one

who saw things in their right perspective and then had
the courage to shape and arrange them.

Colonel Von Pletz, on the contrary, had a striking

and rather pleasing personality. His military air gave

him a bearing that was as dignified as it was auto-

cratic. He realized his importance and without much
effort made others recognize it also. However, if it

were not for the sinister glance of the eye and the

cruel suggestive lines of the thin lips, that were empha-
sized when he smiled, one might pronounce Colonel

Von Pletz a very likable chap, but a student of men
would label him an egotist, unless he knew him as well

as Bernard Toomey did.

"Yes," reiterated Mr. Toomey, "this imminent
preparedness of yours is the great danger that menaces
all Euroix'. Tl.e Emi)er()r may mean well w^hen he

clanks the threatening sabre, but you know and I know
the military party will never be satisfied with a puny,

puppet show—and what then?"

"Why, Paris in a fortnight," replied Von Pletz in

the soft modulated Oxfordian English that bore just a

trace of foreign accent; "it's going to be, if the chan^

celleries mind their own affairs and follow our leading,

a mere child's play, but the lesson will be taught and

that is everything. Today's news, however, is not

encouraging in that respect. I fear .."

"What do you fear, my dear Colonel? I thought

you knew no such M^ord,
'

' interrupted young Lt. Kappel,

leaving the ladies and striding forward to the table.

"I was just explaining to Mr. Toomey our objective

in case of war with France. He can't see it my way,

but then he's not a military man like you and me, Max,

and my fear is, that some of those in high places may
see things from the other angle. We know how easily

it can be done."

"Of course, Colonel," responded Lt. Kappel. "Yet
I want no war. "Home and Elizabeth and our liebe

kinder need me more than anything else just now in

this year of Our Lord, Nineteen Fourteen."

"You speak like a young fool," rejoined Colonel

Von Pletz, flashing upon him a dark envious look, that

in an instant was deflected into a smile.

Mr. Toomey 's face brightened as he heard Max
Kappel assert his views. "Right, my boy, don't be

anxious to get into fray that it may take a century of

years to straighten out.''^^^^^^^^< i: / \

"Here comes Elizabeth with cousin Olga and little

Betty," exclaimed Lt. Kappel. "I promised them a

sail so shall leave you and your rumors of war until

another day," and turning he ran down the terraced

lawn to a small boat house, wdiich was one of the many
that dotted the banks of the historic river.

Bernard Toomey 's eyes followed his son-in-law, for

such Lt. Kappel was, as he prepared to take out the

gasoline launch and turning to the Colonel he re-

marked, "Max is a great boy, always cheerful, sane

and reasonable. I have only one regret, that I am
unable to coax him to the State. We need men like

him as much as he needs us.'' - ,

"Were you not disappointed Avhen your only

daughter married Herr Kappel? With that beauti-

ful face and charming manner she could have won a

more desirable mate. Max has money but little posi-

tion or influence."

"I hardly agree with you there. Kappel has sterling

qualities. He is a man every inch of him and can be

relied upon to do his duty at all times,—men of that

calibre are seldom without position or influence."

Again the dark sinister look passed over the face


